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The sophye is & genitle thing,
The s0f) Trewiad i 8 benuty,
APui wihd 1n very usefnl while

Per Bt disgr of ire duty.

Tl ale Vhnt sy ativs (he loavis
L 8 vory pwust wid poety,*
.i{:'}l WA I8 aite ros) abio
Wile o thi linve of duuy.

Pt when 10 gots Into a reen,

And rip® maud rostes winl plattors,
Db iy s divwry, aed howses, 100,
And stronpest |mll-an whattors;

e op youT tress anid hurs your moof
Intos youp nolg i Fnrlhm.

At Wi serie wife fnfo the styest,
Al sevay wals your perdon :

Unmsoltahes your normbiwest wall,
aminntlos yair tirw stahis,

And twiuts thi frone side of your B
Arouni 1o most {hi gnblo=

"TUA thien Pl wish the gontls breess,
Fo stftly sment mbid gty

Would not foreet 18 fircpor pinco
Nowr Juves (a8 line of duty,

Huoh an turidoge wind-mills, deying clithes,
proopelibpg anipe, ealeing  Kites, wnd other
mattorn Whioh nostrilmte to the comtort wni
Hnpipiiees oF bbbl

_"i'l_to £ logmes takon- by thy wind s all
TN Jowtifed The Dot i Vi bndadnes i
= Frnflerranguad Us Jouspeal,
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A MOTHER'S VISION,

As thoy woee deemsing the wes now
baby for her waiting arma the mother
puszed Into o sleep. It woa o brief
sleep, When yhe woke her husband
chme to her sides  Purceiving o stfange-
ness in Loy fave, he Dent over her with
i lnok of surpriss. ** What's the matier?
‘l"ull look like n materinlived angol," ho
Kmni.

s Whers s shie baby 2 she asked.

“The little thing ln't quite rlgged
vet,”! he niswersd, teying 0 spodk
lightly; he did not like tho wolrdness in
har fnce.

“Yos, she's ail l‘r‘ml)‘." the nurse
atmunided, xud the baby wits brought and
Il Tin BA"s ok ey’ s bosom,

** Luey!" she sid, with Indesoribabie
tendornons, cuildiing her baby closu,

** Loy ¥ repeatod the husbanid:  you
have said all along that i o girl it was
to lisve your name, ™

1 know 1 i,
Loy

#Why, what put Luey into your
hend? “Lhere's not a Lucy “in your fam-
iy or mine. Do yop like it better than
Mabel 9

** Mubal Is preteier, bat—I'll tell you
about it some time,” she anid, in o tons
whildh dismissed the subjoot.

The noxt morning, aftorahe had taken
het bronkinst, sho told her husband
this:

“ When 1 fell awny Inst night—it was
et into o sleep—1 had n vislon. There
s ane instant of darkness, snd then 1
Wi in s suune cepekiry. T was in the
z-,'l'illgutill]l‘. for over the fence bevoud
the grass-plats Lsaw froit troes in bloym
and the red-binl.  It.Wus our cemetery,
Momt Hope Cemstery, [ knew the

but ler name i

gabtle slopes and the winding roads
and  the memorinl-stones with heir

familine Ioseriptions.  And there was
oni, & marble hioadplece, standing undor
& sl Norway pine, and on this T read,
* Laiey, second child of Marcus B, Gold-
en and his wife Mabol,! aod then the
two diates, *February 14, 1876, and
! five o'clock p. m., April 29, 1870." The
first s the day of baby's birth; we shall
kewp her thres vours, two months and
fifteen  days; she will die at five

o'clock.""

**Oh, nonsense!™  aald the hosband,
lnughing. 1 couldn’™n have beliesed
you to be snch agoose as to be fright-
enpdd by n drean.™

“But, Mure,” =he said, in solemn ro-
monsirance, it wis no deeam: It was
(1l ns vivid ms the day, Thore wos no
indistinetness: everything waa s de-
fined a8 your face ts this morning. It
wns & vislon, Mare—a revelation of the
future. 1 know 1 shall ses it sgain: 1
shall some duy sev mwy shadow on the
grnss lying beside tho shdow of the
fiur\\'n}' pine and of the marble honds
ploee, Just as 1 saw them in the vision,
atd I shall rond those two inseriptions,
and I shall feel the sgony of o mother
bereft of her oiild, Oh, Mare! this
ngony insomothing indeseribable: it has
gong from me now, but the memory
stuys.  When it comes to me in reality
iT. :A'ill nit be steange: 1 shall seogmize
(A

Agtiin the husband smiled,

Shio !;ut hold of his haomb - Mare!
Murol"” she eriad, * yon must not tront
this with {neredulity. In three years,
two motthy and fieen dnys we shall
lose our Lucy: 1 know It.. Now, If God
Litdd appenred visibly to s and warned
us of this, what would be our vonrwe?
What would yon do? You would be-
gin at once to got all the enjoyment
possible out of the loan: you wonld
ke it your study that the little 1ife
shonld be happy.  And this is what we
urg to do, hJLm'. Wo must see to it
thit sho nover has a pain i€ we oan
help ity and we must get all the good
wo oan from her stay.  Now, Mare, you
must oot look that way," she con.
tinned, n carnest entresty: ** L eannot
have yon slight the warning.™

“Why, Mabel, in the insecurity of
ot hold apot sny  earthly we
have s constant warning 1o muake the
niosy of i,

s Yeu," she aaid, * but wo do not
minke the Insecurity real: it {8 vague to
us; it is donbifal; theye are more chamons
for us thpn agningt wa,  But now we
are warned: in three yodes and two and
a hnlf months God will take our baby:
know it He 'p\!r.-lludl!d, Mare, aod lot
us do with the ohild an we shall wish
we had done when we stund beside the
Hitlo grave, Now, bring her (o me: 1
must Reep her always with me."

With n grasping, teuder aws, os
though the !‘i‘lllu lifo was alrendy slip-
ping from hers. tho mother received the
rhlﬁl. She stadied the faoe with a long,
st inst gage, anoh ws wo give 1o a face
We TIAY Hever doe a;fniu. 1 want,"
she suid, 1o stamup 6 upoh my mem-
ory, Lhe face with whioh she eame to
e,

“Hore's Tomimy, coma to see his "itty
sittar,” #aid the fsther, in o cheerful
tone; ho hopad to exorcisg the ghostly
fanoiss from Mabol's mind,

Tommy wia a burly fellow, with the
judgment vwsunl to boys of thres and
thereahouts,  With a laghing shout he

salled himself up by the olo on 1o
Le bed, and o' purely animal dellght
thrvew hlmsclf on the baby and squeerod
her hard. The feehls lwle boiog re-
sponded by a ory of pain. It hurt the
mother's henrt to the quluk; so soon had
sho falled to shield the divoted ohild!
With swift, unmeaning resentmoent sho
ordered Tommy to be taken from the
roorn, heodless of his pleadings, wiile
aho brooded the baby; laying It agninst
hor fnow st in her bosom.  But when
the bpby orles wers hushed she had
Tommy browght back, hethinking her
that e must not be sot ngainst the bo-
by: be must be trained to love her; to
gt all the good possible from thelr loan,

—

to lay by swest memation of hor (o which
the spielt sonld tgm throngh fite for m.
frowhmaont.  Shie kissod hile toar-atulond
fiee, il Dl Nl Rlsl Danbiy's flets, nod
ol Irim that B muwt love the il sis.
ter hotter than all ihe world berbdps.

Only In l||w|l1uril)' wirmld whe sulfor bor
by to' b taken” from het abde, it
hung over it with & reverent kind of
love, na for ane altsuly Dwavenlo-
spoken. AL every waking her thouglite
ﬂll-w firng to baby, and hor hand want
ont with Ioving tonch, anid thon the Ht-
e one's foss wis Intd against heis,

Anil when the mother on the thind
morndng folk wn upnmistakablo oloslang of
Uhie wirm Jips, anil hoard tho low, soft
swallowing, sho Iny bnok with olossd
tils, ol pnder them pamo great thank-
ful temrs.  And in Mare's vyes worn no-
waring Lok

Wihen the baby win n wesl old the
mother Insistin] on having i plotare
takon.  The smme day she entarod on
the first page of “Lucy's Dlary," 9 A
wuck of pracious time s gone; one hun-
dred and sixtyls weeks mod one day
ar left.  Every duy sinoo alie came Jine
beon n oy to me.  Hhe does not notioe
nuy yot, bitt there I8 snch sweatnoas in
miinistoring t6 hor htlplomnssm! Whon
Mare holds her feot to the fire she works
Bt Lok o 18 Bo satlafnotion; i muakt be
thist wh enjoys the wirmth. [ know
who onjoyn the nursing, Doar Lonl, T
thank Theo thnt T may gut thus near to
heer that she may build hoe life from
mine, "

Peom tlils time on, day by day to the
lunt woek, wis recorded tho story of
the ohild's unfolling, Porbaps such
another story wos oover written. Iv
noted  every perceptible chnnge—the
elofring of the dkin; (he opening of the
fista; the fivst watohing of the light; the
first notloe of the danciog shadows on
the wall, and of the bright colors; the
firnt smil: the growth ol the hair; tho
first gooegroo; the st laught the first
tooth, and oldel afber ohe) every infunt
sickness, overy frolle; the behavier
with such new toy.  Then thore wis the
story of the sittihg alonn, of the erogp-
ingr, off the stanaling alons, of the walk-
ing 'lr‘r the chalr, of the first omsbded
walking, Every pain that casie to the
little Liney the mother noted with pe-
morseful tears=evury slgn  of oow
pleasieo in the wee fioe woas recordod
with thankful words,

Through the whole minute pecori
thery ran an evident solloitide to put
some mark upon each day—to so fndi-
vidualise it Illmi It might be Idontitivd
ina review.  Aml wlﬁl onch duy's roc-
ord ware enfered the pitiless figures
which told what of the littls e ro-
mnitgd.

On Pebruary 14, 1877, the mothor

one-third of the precions time s spent.
She ja aleoping beside me. T have shint
Tommy out, that he may not disturd
her: I hear hin arylng forme, It gives
mo something of a hnrtnche to lock

myself to hor now, Whenshe hns gone
T will make it wp to Tommy.—We hnd
[ or tenth ploture taken tosdsy, Bhe
anl oh my lap, with the denr hesd lean-
fug ngninst my palm, and the swael,
wnmﬁ-ring oves watohing the viplin
whioh the npumw:ngl:nyml. The pioture
is oxcellpnt, but L misy the exquisite col-
oring—the pale.rose cumgaluxluu. the
blue syes, nud the hair unlike In color
any other I ever saw—Ilike tho yellow
of threshed wheat.  Noi conld be
more henutiful than her sleoping faon nt
this momeat. 1 begrudge the time that
my eyes must bs demwn from its benoty
to :h{‘ writing."

' March 2, IS77.—1 have sioh terri-
ble times with Mare! He has apver no-
copted the vision, and has been all along
frying to my mind umn{;l- fromit. He
hns propased » _lrilp to Californis and
Southern tour, and now he is bént on
going nbroad for three years: but 1 will
nAVEr, hever consont to seattar the pre-
vious time in strange towns and foreign
hotels and along meaningless lines of
travel. My home, the amilise objeets
with which ray Hfe 14 to be padsed —with
these T must sisoointe hae: these must
holp me to reproduce her life."

“dpril 8, IST{.—Lupy spoko her
first word to-day, and. O dear God! |
thank Thee that it was < mummn' It
Wikh 1-uﬂil|'ll.ly Apokesn, ad throe timos
repntid. try to withdimw myself
from overyiling olse und give sl my
thoughts to. baby; but Mare is 50 uns
veasonable as to pomplaln of this—
that hils comfort is neglected, and Tom-
my's.  So 1 live ina perpetial eonfiien
I want them to got the goud of hoer, to
get swoet memories of her to keep
through life, but Tommy i 50 strong
anid rough that I dare not trust him
oear her,  Mure [rots that she ¢omes
Letvwoen me ansd Tommy, snd so hene
Togts Luoy, and Tsdialges Tonimy autll
the boy Is almost ramed."

o April 240, IS8TE. —Just one year left!
It frightens me to think how her lifo is
vooted in mine. If hers 8 torn away
mine must perish.  1hnd thought that,
being warndd, T shoold gor my mind
familinrinod with the idos of losing her,
and that my heart wonld boeome seaui-
escent; but overy day L hold her elosor,
avery day the thought of parting seems
dueepur agong." '

ay 3, IN75,—~Yesverday T went with
Mare and buby to the cometery: Tom-
| my was left with the sewing-girl. He
| tenses Luoy, st orosses hur snd frots
hor: bo s n constant interruption of my
enjoyment In her, Wo rode ‘miles
aling the rosl buefore 1 found the spot;
but I recognieod it the moment I came
to it. The Norway pine, the peoullar
slope, the neighboring enelosire, were
nll familine, It Is too terrible to write
hive the agony—to  feel the olinging
wiarmth of the Tittle linnd, to luek into
her beight fuce, to hear her innocent
prattle, nnd then to see the very spos
where ull Her specloesy most jn one
yuue b buried away. Ol it soompd
that iy poor honet mast break, ©erlil
tll T thought I eould sever stop. 1 had
argupd that tho vision was sent in mar-
oy, in arder that [ might fll every hour
of hur life with pleasurd, and might
take wll the swoutnesd o haby niay give
to Ity movher; but wy devotion o ll!u.-r.
the over-present thought of hur, Mo
Inving nway, the honrding in my bewrt,
uf all her words wpd ways—ah meo! ah
ma! i s like absorblog her being into
mine, ke makingher [ifemy life. Ones
I wi thankful for the warning: now it
shndows my whole life. I would that
£ hd bowa dealt with wfter the usoal
plan—that God had hid the fukure from
ne!

OTung &, JSTH.-—This ls Tommy's
birthday, 1 have not selocted any
predunt for himg 1 oot not tnke Luey
out yeatorday, nnd would oot lesve
hor, Maro is to got sonwsthing for him;
be is.eastly pleased; Pationos,
Tlmumy! In eight months and thres
weoks it will be your turn,

“1 had s pang to-day. Baby was
alnupi{:g buglde mo, whou I heard a ory
from Tommy. 1 hurpisil ont o him,
biit fonnd there was gothlig the matter
excopt that he had climbed to the gt
| post nnd could not got down.  When I
returndd Lo Lucy the poor desr wig
sitting up u?‘Inu for me. snd much
frightened. Forthe first time in her
+ 1ify she had waked without tinding me.

wrote: “Ono yvear old toalsy; nearly |

the door agninst him, but I must give |

Hur ory nmote ma like & ery, from the
grovn,™

iktabor 3, INTN.—1 otmee from &
torrible houe,  § mwst 1ry W forglve
Made, tar he han neves secupted the
vislon ns & revilatbon-—his pever e
thoved Lt i6 wan snythilng nr s deeam,
Ho las alwnys oppossd my course with
bnlsy, and o palis o by tsing her as
iy does Tommy, maling ni t‘llﬂfn‘hw
byoapl for Wer o, Sl s now ot
lrinr In hor nlmqrfrum hor fuhet's dis
cipling.™

Tlivin s the story of that painfial Lot
The childron had each un oringe, Loy
ata hara, and thah matched mt Tome
g s, und eried for 18 Thn babyarion
sthtn upot the mother' s et abd -
nirved hor.  In an excited way, sagerly
intent on soothing Luey, shi begsn
nonxing Tommy to give hils orange
his wlster. Tommy rofused, and the
mother was abont to foros it from him
when Mare Interpossd, apeaking ui-
prly and fiemly.  © Mabal, you mist
not do thut,” e sadd.  © Yoo would
Infore both ehildeen; you would oulti- |
vt bahy's woltisliness, and you would
eonfuse Tommy's Ideas of fustion and
weankan his fallh iy you™

“OL' origd the smother with pae
thotln  besspchmont, * how ean you

Christous —her plans for making it »
grond joy for by,

The moihor's plans Al vot misoaery:
the child dispernesil Saots Claow In &l
dhat whie saw and hoand, 1t was onse-
Miing o Do remembered —the by air
of mystoey as alin wont Uptasing  fnto

the wulily-lghtal parlor 1o bang har |

" :
b thoughits * if watehfulnes oan save

heery ol abndl oot die. 18 wonilid be al-
most mirsculous for her to die to-day,"
bt winled ms tho hisvies wore o, * Ble s
in purfect honlth: wvery Instant sl i In
FOur mms or on your knee, right lhere
Iti one alght.”
“Danr't, Mare,

wasto Lhe i

Jm_' Ponuny gimd:g;':.

70 LITTLE PHIT.

My durting (114l absy FhiL, 1 golo tn write
W leater

T o mbots, 1 Joui Tl G mors (o aieapd] tie dome
(I R

atookciug on the door-knoby, ol thet the | moments bn Mpienlutinge ad 1o how 1t is | An, Bret of wll, 1701 baid ron, denr, i oon

awift, half-Arightimed ran back to mai- | 1o eome shout.

s i bhe  sitting-room,  and  the wild | out

lu||'|llng=! the snoresial |
L

gl il b
metoruplishment ¢

the mystarions rite,

Tommy, too, of his own motion, hang l littlo foet wors yet pattaring.
0 “’fl

hila toaking, bt hin captivating air «

Got all the swootness
of them that in pomible."

The asd ininutes meliod away, upd
1wlu‘|| bt seven matealood $hie resthess
the blue

oyes ware lnighing, the Nithe paouth

litrole darlig, of patronizing protection | wae rrullling. Baby st on the moth-

towned Lhe hnhv-Eirl. wind him nwen of the | or's
6 the motier mibssed | atmosphiere, hid sl

mynterigun—nlf 1
In hor abisorbed wileh over Luoy.

nooy Tomry, weary of the sumber
rd from the room,

|and was unmlssed; Mare st by in the

thina, Lo Tiewtn it,
§owisi, | wish, | bed su here this yery lboased
Wibwle.

| "4 g el Nisa r-‘m, Ayt ot op, and danos
oo o, 1 BT
Arhd Lorme your high np
: apen w-bidinuing
Fatali poni s stwoat Whe phy tht el the Hrosd
and Inittir,
And e e that
Wi
terl

]
LR T

myuesiod, 08 Five mn
Haw you woukd taign sad sput-

Tho next morning all the house con- | Wllnnos of ndread he coull not ahaks | 10 Gl you of o worthy Dime, ey endiid tor
grogatad to witnoss haby's opuning of off; the mothor's sotul Was stralned in

thi koeking, 1t was for wide eyen
her wondor-words, hor innaaunt dalight,
whinh engaged the attention and mads
the delight uf all the others,  And when
they rosurnod from the lirenkfast- romn
it wan not the Hithe, grotesgue saint sie.
ling by the grale which evervbody
wndinds 16 was the wondering, hall
frightioned by fhee,  And whon, st
night, the doubile doors glided apart, It
Wikd pot the marvellons glittering Obriut-

apenk abont har in this coli-blooll | mss treo which ehalned the ineost, or

way, wliet Itk ale montha wo aro to e | 1he m,"‘l"rl‘"'"-

hor dund

1 do nut belleve this" said Maro;
bt ovoen iF T did know thiy sho was
to dio ‘in six monthe I should want the
ohild dightly disiptined. 1 think hor |
fuce in the bestworkd will bo Infloencod
Ly hor tralning in this.

' geladd wlie's grolng fole donded, '
mald Tommy, who vividly reslized that
the baliy wiis ndiscomfort In his Tife.
HAnd vou'll be covernd up in a hig
hole,"™ T ndidud, surning to his sinter, |

L won't! L won't!" orisd Lucy n
pasalonite rﬂ‘-lll"l- Lwon't e toyers! l
in & bid bole: will me, mamma?"

Tenrs wure runnisg dowh the mothee's
fave. I would e for you, my hourt,
iy life! wind the poor soul, *but 1|
oab ok help you'*

Mebhnwhile, the litkla Liey in child- |
Il yrigo spit In Tomniy's face anid thriw
n ohina doll inta - Mare picked up
tho little peasioreswollon pirl, weot In-
1o the nest rootn atd lopked Hmsolf n
wilh her.

“ Ha ls gofng to panish herd! thought
the alarmeld mother, It s snorilogo!
Her's is sucridd Nesh it is angol's fesh?
T will punisvh hor, and then when she
15 gono bo will break his hoart over .

Sho went awiftly to the door, as onp
would fly to wvert disuster. Sho hogowl
to b let in; she ordered the door |
opened.  He made no reply.. I warn
you, Mare," she said, * that if you |
strike hor I will never forgive it» *

She heand the little Luoy passionately
orying, **Maumnis! mammal [ wants my
mamma! | wants my mamma! T wants
bor so larid]  Papa, Ludy loves mamma
#0 bud!  Iloves my miaming xo bad!"”

And thon she heard with  burning
heart Maro's veply:  **Yon must stuy in
hore, wway from  mammn, beosime you
#pitin Tommy' s fuce snil strook Tommy. ‘
You must stay in here, sway from
minmia, Uil you stop erving—atay in |
hero till you nre good.  When you ktop |
orying you may po to msmmn.  Thoere,
now! be good —stop erying,'

Inspito of his tendor tone Mabel's
heart was resontful, Tommy had fol- |
lowed hor to the door, and wis now

pullim.: ok her skicts and hand.  Almost | 442
y

rouFI alie put him nway,

“1 wanis Tommy's orange; Loy
likes um so bad™ plended the sobbing
baby

“*No. you can't haye Tommy's or-
ange: you hnd one," said the father.

“ Yuos, shie may have it, papa,” Tom-
my oalled through the Kovhole He
hiad been hahitonted to givlugup to hor,
o had begun to learn a little of the
sweetness of solf-denisl.

Mabel folt a sulden heéart-wariming
toward hor boy; shie renehod out for the
little sunsbrowned hand and  drow hin
nearer.

Soon after the sobbing on the other
side was hushed; there were some
soothing words feom Mave, and then he
onmy out with the baby. The mother's
nems waro opened; Luey fell into them,
and Inid the wot foe on its old resting-
place.

** Haby may have it said the little
brothey, holding out the orange.

Luoy roschod both hands for 1t and
n bright smile broke over the Hguid
noe.

Then Mabiel, pressing the child closes,
wient awny with ber, A hundred times
she kigsed the dimpled fesh, the angel
Hesh, in u passith of tenderniesy, I a
eapture of pain,

Vhile resenting Mare's action with
the ehild, it was s sarious suggestion to
her: Would ungoverned, clldish pas-
wion, tmulm-hwrm-lﬂuhucn. ahow thelr
tracery on the spirit in the hereafter?
Woull disipling of dhe ohild hore bet- |
ter [t her for the coming 1ifv?  Would
it o a gain for the spiril there to take |
lessons in self-contral here? For days
thess questions tre at the mothor's
hasayt, bredking ity devotion, so sad, 20
swoet, to the ohild. At length alie de-
eldod: = I will not Inflict oertain pain
on my huby for s probable good, 1 will
o on filling, if I may, her brief days
with huppiness,”

It vwax with Lhig feeling that she be-
gan the proparations for baby's Clirlst-
mog,  The chilil wis now 4t that g ko
onchnnting to its watohful lovers, when
nll jts walk s nmong wonilers, and it is
am‘klnr thi Keys and aking them of all
abhout it

I8 will ba her last Chrlstmns!™ the
mother palid va the festival drew pear.

Mars rose up at these wonls with a
Feature of im'ml.'ll!]:ll. remonstranesd.

* Now don't, pisaso,”” she hurried to
athl, ““Iknow what I say, Marc: it
will be her likst Christmas, and we muost
bring togather ull the Christmis de-
lights:  Sho must hang up her stooking
on Ohristmas Eve: on Christmas Day
we will have o Saota Clans, and wt
nleht n trew, the handsomest possible.
We must orowd the Christmas with joy
for her—must make It so delightful to
her that even smid tho bliss of heaven
gho will remomber her lust Christimns
with ghvdaess,"  The mothar's jgnlous |
hiesrt theilled ot the thought of niaking
it rival hosven fo Bappineks. I

Mo wis always impationte with Ma-
bul's tulk of her vigiop, wod dmpatient
of any pluns beariog on “its realization.
He wonld slways put in his protest,
Inughingly or vehismently, boping thus
to pive a salutary jolt to the morbid
faney, nid olso bovauis Ne was detor-
mined to keep his hoart sot ngiinst hor
fanoy-

Hot. on the other hand, he had never
folt sntistfied ws to the best way of mests '

ing Mabel's possassion, To  oppose {t
to s pesotioal final lasue might be to in-
tanaslfy the iden; nnd bosides, in the
fago ol hid resolve mot to howd the
'"“%? o the fear was for over dne{h:ﬂ
him t ﬁ Mabel might be right.  So st
ware her couvietions thiat the ouly alter
oatlve from Lhis fear wis a conolusion
bardly mope tolurableto Maré-that hor
vuind 'wius disensod, © 8o on thi presont
oeension, after making his protest, he
procesdod to fall in with her pluns for |

| ringring ollin musle: It

fae-ff tinkling bolls
was the Hide
sotll Iocking out of baby's oyes, spenk.
ing from baby's Lips, which  enuraneed,
As for Tommy, thriiled, enraptured boy,
ho wrs hardly noticed. i

Un the day afisr Chrlstmas, biby
agwin mat for hor ploture.

CMayn't L go. mpmmal' Tommy
had sadil: **muyn't 1 Lisve my ploture
taken?
timne,""

H Homae day, von mny,
bt nok now,
with popa

Tominy she was e hawve
baby for only four monthes mare.
vould not nfford to have her study
tervupted: ahie must by able to repro
e wll the wdflding, 1o re<liye
ook life, B

Fha noxt day binby was siek.

“ Shi ds very 111" said Mabel.

This start
Lt 311 brefor
dotor pb o,

sald mammn,

Sho

' e madid,

S OF oonree we must," the miolbte |

roplied:  “ dveryihiog must

| thist omn add to horoonifort.™

It is aowharp attack,” the doeotor
anid; it looks now like double prou-
moniin

Thisit proved to bo. Mure thonght
the ohild must dieg the dostor st one
stagre sabd thot she conbl not live. Ma-
bal throwgh the whele worked and
watched with tirvless devotion, but it
was to still the

tovool the dry mouth, to tempt the

Baby hns lors takon all tho |

Sowse duy You mny go |

nlways— |

all the | then footatops wore

bl dous | nulghbor.

| ngony, yet hearing the great elodk in
the next room slowly {'il'km.

Mure touk o1t hiw wateh aod held it
opan lu bl pulm,. * Thrae minutes to
five," by anidd

“Lemme hear 0 tiek, paps sail
| Ly, Lry im togut off the mother's kuod

80t with manmmn, sweat Biesaing,
| the mother anld, swith such bessoohing
tendirnnes tist Mare's uyes filled with
| teirs, adding to her heart, * She must
o my wrms whet Donth oomag; |
mtiat holp ber most the terror.*

1 want to bone it talk,” the ohild
flwm-\le‘!-l. struggling to got down and
wlnning o ery,

 Manunn will show you her wateh, "
anbil e pesor mother, In a terror s
having the obild crosssd in fte Tnst
minnte, while yet wll hor sonl wak pross-
| Ing closa to lielp and suatain tho 1l
| ol Ul supiremn mament.

In that Instunt Mure spoke: * Thire!
[ It 0% ive O'clook! The Ume ls up; ot
hier come to me."

Tho ohild stopped crying. Mabuol
folt At her hoprt o cool, indélinahie
sometling; 1t was us though sll weight
{hind béen dropped out gf her belog and

in= | whe wus ibont W soar,

Luoy nlipped awsy from her, anid
ward in the hall
s mprassed, bal

Thitre was somae
meaning In it all; percliance

advanelng, nod voip
with passion in them,
il ron

Marc: she  bnd never | Mare's wateh was fast—that ler baby
“Wo mtst hsve the | had not esonped, (hat this meant the

[ oncoming fate.

In the dourway stood n man, her
He bore in hiv arms & Hmp
| body, a little boy's, The clothes wers
| wet, tife head wis dripping.
| Fomr boy, Mare—liitie 'f'umm‘r: he i
drowned. 1 ploked hitm wp in the crevk
| back of my yanl."

| Nu sound passed Mabal's lips, pallid
nE wax, but the mothor's soul was
| shrieking: * Ob, I could linve given her
up! For three yesrs I have beon getting

) moans, 10 easts the | rendy to let her gos oy bold wis wlmost
broathing, to rest the warn Hitle body, | loosed,

But
my poor listle slighued

Leould have let her
| Tommy, my boy!

fechle appetite; it was not to save the | Tommyl my firet Baby! Ol oot him!

ehild's life.
@i not fear desth for ker dariing.
“ihe will not die tll April $08h," alie
snid over and over. “Thiv Meknoss
may drag on il then, bat 1 am nob ox-
peating Death to.come in this way.'
Dy and nlght for weeks the watoh-
ing atil the pursing went on, and then
thie turnlug-polnt woas paased, sod Luey
was nursed baok—pust her birthday,
pust the bieak Maorch—to heslth and
strength,  ©Only," aaic the mother,
v]uﬂ:n ng, “that she may be resdy to

The spring -Tt:ucul darly.
the incifuble end

n proternstural  realization
nbounding life about her,

Thyough
nons Mubal had o rh‘f‘ \

of the
Bhe oould

| mot get awsy from the carnival of [Hog

sho heard and saw when she would not;
and all the gladnoss was only snd, only
mocking to her poor heart. Sha felt
wn unreasoning resontment against the
Joyous life, snd this whilo seeking to
withdeaw from all elye o the chihl
Mare's andd Tommy's comfort was left
to chanee. The mothér lived and
moved in the littlo Luey.  During this
month tho entries in the diary wore
brief, like, for Instance. this on April
21 “Yestenday 1 found little time to
write: glie slépt’ only half so bowr, sud
in that time my breaking heart conld
do npthing but ery to Hesven for
morey ! morey! Tommy came to the
doot and wiked her.” He had got s
thorn under his nall, and wanted his
mether. 1t will sosi b his turte Lo be
molthered: he hins only elght more duys
to wait."

Fhis weok was ono of prayer and al-
most  tenrloss grivl, Slllllluy wis the
twenty-eventh. Mare made ready
gn to dhurch, Ho wonld haye
wentaful for b day st bome, for he was
honvy of hoart, but he foared to give
in to Mabol's **whim," a8 he hwl nls
wiryd enllod it—fearud the offbet on hur
strained mind.

1 should think," Mabel sald,  that
o would want to spiond th list Sab-
bath with her?'"

With n choerinl smile he took up the
little Lugy and set ber on the pinno:
“Look what o ploture of benlth she
! Do you think that in two days she
cun sleken and Jle?  As for any nooi-
dental death, vou keop her always with
you: there is little oooasion to fear se-
vident, How Is the death to comp?™

| have imagined it in every shape,
This walting for the sworl to fall s

ony; It seems to me that I shall be
glad whon it is wll over,™

SO0 Moniday, the twenty-sighth,™
Mubol sild, with s kind of exaliation,
»To.morrow, Mare, we shnll hive an

angel.  Btay by mo to-day, You nnd
Tommy and 1 must stay with her; you
must help me to cateh and to kevp the
ploties of her $ife on this day, that we
mny be ableto récall all her words and
all shig does,™

Aund Mare, trving to laugh at the
folly, but trombling and heavy-heartod.

stayod,

The twenty=ninth camo—an sthereal
day of ineffablo chnims. Tho home
wis it perfect order. While the bhby
was vel sleeping Mabel had bathed and
dresiod aud placed an Ivy-branch in
e hie.  ‘Then she bhad gone abont
the bouse arranging the planta and
Howers. Bhutters and enrtuing ware
adjusted for the harmonlous mingling
of Mght and ghade,  She ondered that
Tommy ahiculd be bathed and drossed
incfrosh linon, It wos as though they
wore making ready for s marrisge-
femtival,

Then Luey woke,  With tendernoas
Indescribable Mable bathed ler baby
for the suoriflee; with frantic, elingin
nrms #he hogezed the g|l}w1lla‘ heantifo
unolad  body W her digxy  hoart;
with  passlonnte ll{ﬂ she  klssed the

i)

noked foet, the slud known, the
hads, the swouet thront, the warm.
Inughing, prattling mouth, till the prby
lil‘lgh'l protest, * You love me ta hand,
mamms.”  With trembling, lngerin
fingrers ahe aurlod the yellow haly, Am
then there were put on the garments in
which Doath wax to moot hor, the poor
mother-boart foeling by tarns frantic
protost, abysmal sadnuess, crushing awe,
rapture of exalistion.

glan‘ tried to show o cheorful front,
bt the hoavineas of denth was upon
him, and he early guve up the stroggle
1w soem light

L wll) keap her inmy sight all duy,"

At the worst moment she | pot him!"

i |
been |

F

towanl her drowned boy. It has
Eilled me!" she eried, and thep she fell
sumweless on the floor.  Nelghbors oamoe
ruurlng ing two, three, four -‘rnmura wers
srought.  Agnin and it was  she
rrought back to fice the tervible renlity,
but they conld not hold. ber eonscious-
ness, Mwoon  followed  swoon; life
saemed bent on getting sway from all
thélr offorts.

“Her splritis trying to get to Tom-
my's," the mothora suid, weeping.

Then from the group about the bay
there came words that thrilled all the
bearts: *There! did you see that?”
wis the ery.  * He gasped] he's alive!
be's coming tot™

Thi workers by Mabe!'s side ropeat-
0d the electripal words: * He's allve!
ho's alive! Tell her! guick! Bring
hoer back ones more and tell ber that
'[‘umluly‘s coming to—that her boy's
alivel'

And with the strength which comes
of hope they worked, the two bands of
faithfal souls,

And when that poor dnking spirit

giin wis above the flood the rope wis
thrown to it: * Tommy's alive! Tommy
is saved! Mabel, do you hear? Tom-
my flives!"  And' it was from  Maro,
Eneeling, weening by her side, *Tom-
my is lving!™ that her sioklog apirit
oiteht this, held to T, and deew itself
up from the waves of desth.—Sarah
Winder  Kellogg. wn Lippincott's Maga-
&N, . R

The Flrst Engllsh Poltery Craze,

It geems a lictle stoanige thst wmid all
the fervor of the pottery erase, which
is now so universal, potie of the lona-
Ul —if wo miny nse that word in o per-
footly inoffensive sense—have taken any
steps towand acknowledging to whom
onr motherland England, and henos in-
directly Amerfen, is indebted primurily
for that form of wftistie porception
which makes pottery in varipus shapos
so important o feature of contemporary
decoration.  There can be po dispute
s to the person to whom this tribute
should be pald, for we resd ns follows
in Macauluy: “Mury (Willinm's wife,
of course) had sequired at the Hague a
tate for the porcelain of Chins, and
wmustd horself by forming at Hunpton
a vast collection of hideous Images and
ol visos oi which honses, trovs, bridges
and munduion were deploted In ont-
roguons defiance of all Inws of perapac-
tive.  ‘The fashion—a friveloos and in-
elegant fashion, it must be owned—
which waa thus set by the Quedn sproad
fost amd wide, To'n fow yours almost
overy house in the kingdom contained a
museum of thess grotesquoe buobles
Even statesmen and Generanls were not
welismed W be renowned ns fudges of
tehpots aod deagons; aod sasivists long
contipied  th Pepent that a fine lady
valual hor mottlad green pottery uite
ns much as alse valued her monkey, and
:mu-h‘mum than she valeed her hus-
UTTTT

This extraet Jo very Interesting for
two resons. Do the fiest place it ex-
plaing that tho poltary oraee is a con-
tngion Imported by the Dutoh. 1o the
sooold plioe it shiows that, prevaloutas
was the infection in courtly clreles in
England ueéar the ¢lose of " the seven-
teenth contury, it had so complowely
died oot thery by the wear 1840 that
Mucaulny—who ns the froguent guost
ut the Queen's palace umll at Hollund
Houde would have seon any existing
manifestations of It—did not hesitate Lo
dosignate nu ** frivolous snd inelogant’
the love for old pottary whioh was man-
ifusted by & Queen whom he admired
so much a8 he d o

This loads to the manifest quistion,
How long in the future will it bo befors
the work of collseting old pattery will

win b Fr-nddvr.d “ frivolous and in-
vlogant?"  An we have not resched the
time whon monkeys share the adora-
ton of the blue eracked ctp perhiaps
ihe docline of the ormae is not lwmis
nent.—N. . Pt

—A victim of domestic lofelieity,
who is In the habit of dreaming, should
uever go to in church. Gobgres
gntion neir  Quiney wia  somiwhat
startled Inst Sabbath” wheo u venorahle
member exeltodly vellod, ** Horo unv!

drop the skillet, old woman!" — Quincy
Moders drgo,

LB O T

She strotohed out her arms |

Myther Hulitimed,

Wihter weinid to ot e doy a8 buimae, mod) fousd an
oAy orjleard

And thn sory frwe of the Doy In Blaoe-=why,

avery limby kncee jt

AVl e oo (9t o, aad Dhe Gie b Boen,
and the Httie Day that Dlows it

Ol Do Povp whe Lst bir shoop, nnd
AU Know whiaty o fnd e

And hiow tho Ahpeg rome hotee & Lt and
Torimapebit Chiedr tolbe Ltk jovid "oonp s

Lty o agiamn b m wdeoes Wi ve s of thin thres
At igivms Eiitiong

Whees Tt wirves Ay —wiimt do yorg thlnk f—w by,

i Woly preeioos st s

And then | wouid & tele aninbd, of rafs—a
wuw il din

Mt rate teat Uyvedd, ohl bmy ago, b an ol
flerman ety

Thity Blled (o vywn, and up anil) dowsn ey
eyl with Bemrful mjtmaking,

And Killywd the cats-those mying euls—aord
et the geogile shirteking

a woll pom how the Lady Moon goqmes down
e nbrbib, ol 1ieers

Anivg the pretty bily el with «oft, carese
e Hingears §

Anid Bow [he stiors & + Ty tinie, Wi
whisdlorw s it nre creoping,

And watobh and twinkle roundd the moon while
Ll Pl in wineopdine

Al IF s tred hesd should droop, and fall
K=ty oy In i
Witn sy balp
AU Idiiempe)
'l toker two oo Bamneds (n mbno, mud oross

ety palin wriihe e,
At i lag i
Bl oo Bt e | Al
—Flarrit Iy rilbidd. Bn Nursery.

.- ——

HOW UNCLE TOM RAN AWAY.

A TEUE sTORY.

It was & mioy alteryoon, and my six-
year-uld noplinw and L were solting on
the rug In front of the lro.  Frank was
steetched cul full length on the sofy,
| white for, I, in my own
chalr, sat  patiently  nwaiting the re-
quest for ‘“n dtory,' which I knew
would bo very sure o cottle sooner or
Iater.

v Make IV a rasl trae one, auntie,”” he
suld, ot lnst, planting his chin on his
brown hands, and gaxing straight into
the burning coals
I When vour Uncle Tow and I wore
ehildren,” L n L slowly, *“we were
over sith good friends; wud although I
nm wight yenrs oldet than he, we wire
alway# together.
wt resd unless Tom shared it, too,
fy wis not eweet, nor even my peanuts
good unjess Tom bad some; half my
goodios wore always saved for him.
T But Tom’s temper sometimes got

the better of bim, and when provokad
! —but wall a littls and you shall soe

O U0 Uhial sy TalF e

Whrtlght, ~Whlet

| what happened to your big Unele Tom

for letting his temper run away with
hirm.

ralny ono Hke this, dear—I st looking
otit the window st s poor litths menlow
Lirk that stood shivering and wel on
tho edge of the poroh., I seon ealled
Tom 10 look oo, but when 1 turned to
gew i ho was coming, sod not knowin

e wis 5o near e, 1 acvidentally struo
him in the face with my elbow.

** *Horrid, awkward thing' growled
Tom; nod I réveived w blow from his
strong little fist which | mmsorry to say
was ol accidental.  Mother had just
ecome iu, and she suw the whole scene.
Slie made Tom =it alone on a sofa, away
from the window and the bird, till he
should grow good-untured again. But
Tom was not to be soothed in any such
way. for he was really ;

*** Horrid, awkwand, old thing! he
muttered again between his tecth, I
Just won't stay in the house with such a
girll T'll run away, o I will. ']l run
pway do-night.’! he added in a londer
voloe, intanding to attret my attention
and thinking to frighten me.

O Whnt's that? suid mothier, *Run
swny from home, sod te-night

**Yon, and 1 am going rightoll now,
if Jen don't say abe's sopry,' "

i Very well,' sald mother, looking
ol mie, and sceing no signs of repunt-
ance in my feeo, * You know 1 allow
| no ono in my house to wil o i, so 1
suppose I'must say *good-by' to you,

om

* Up stalrs to his room directly over-
hond went the angry boy. We heard
him shake his long-saved pennias out
of his tin bank, beard him pull out bo-
venu drawaes, and  then all was still,
till mnstor Tom, fushed, sngry, yot
onlm, trmnped down the stalrs. He
sald * goodshy* to all the family oxoapt
e, 'and started out' in the raln and
wind.

‘1 shall nevor forget how forlom
the little follow Jooked wsbe walked down
the path from the houseto the barn. An
immbnsy umbrells, oldand torn, he trigd
to hold over him with onoe hand, while
in the other he hold » bondle, contaio-
ing his best sult of clothes, clean ahirt
und his pennies.  No overcoat had he,
nt rubbers, and only an gld suaw hat
which he had pullsd down over his
eyes,

“Bang! went the front door after
him. Oo-00 roared the wind as it fol.
lowed him! Splash! came down the
ruin through his wm, worn umbreella;
and even the grim, vall cypress tregs
awayed their ﬂrtppiur rntx over the
path ns he passad, i though they would
send down an extra shower on poor
Tom's hyad,

# Boon it grew dark. But no Tom re-
turnd.  Of course none of us thought
hie wonld really gonwar,  We sapposed
the hottest of tompers would soon have
cooled In that night's storm.

AN hour passed; the darkness grow
hliekor.

v+ Poor Tom!* 1 thought, *It's all
my Diull, every bit of it and although
I was fourteen years old sud considered
mysell gquite & womuan, 1 began o ery,

# But suddeuly, much te my f’u_y I
henrd Tom's step on the porch. | was
ahout to rish out to meet him whot my
muther stoppod me.,

o No. u.{: i, dald she, Hemly.

§ wThat minote the frant door bull
mag—ihen it was not Tom at all, I
thonght.

 Mother weal to the door, snd there
fndesd was Tons, Lifting his hat to hee
In the most distadtly polite manuer, he
said:

tiGood  evening, madame, Wil
you have the goodness to tell me the
shortest way to b —1"

“Wa were then lving at Alderwood,
v the cuuul::;i'. aod B—— wos the
noearest milroad station.

#Oh, cortalnly,” mother said; * take
the first rosd to the vight, B —n
three miles from the mmtng"

o Thnnk you, msdame,” came the
nugwer from Tom's provd lips; bot his
miolst pyes mid plainly, * I'moso sorry,
m

I
v Fe lifted bis hat oned more sod

pirtieulpr |

My plassure was nev- |
Taf- |

* One ufternpon—a cold, chearluss,

e e ——

walked ralmly down tha poroh. off the
atope nta the dark gardon snd smong
the moaning cypress trees,

20k, mother, mother, how oconld
you' 1 sabbwd, no lunger ashamml of
iy tomew, ¢ Tom will porish, 1 know
he will, and—1—aud L. '

0 Jonnie, my child,' sd mithor,
"o | not koow bhest? And that sn-
wwee wan all 1 coulil gnt her (o make.

o !‘lgrpnr wina forgotton: we all sal
ghoomily arund the i, 1 was most
miserable, 1 could do nathing but
think hdw T Joyvwl Tewn, and how Jone-
1y it was withont iilm, and bow dreary
e st be feeling,

Y Hut anothar Bour had tioked s
Klewy way around the dlook beford we
lonrd those steps oo the poreh 1.
Then the bell rang ngnin, s belors,
This time T went with mothor 1o the
door,  Tom was therw.  His bat wan
gone—hisumbrelly, too—his feowny bale
wits weed, and lils hands piarple with cold;
but In a plucky voice Lo adilressed
muther

** ¢ Plaase toll mo the price of s night's
lndpging tn B—."

COL gave o misn Sfty gents yesterday
1yt l-mlr:h! him hoth bed and supyr.’

W yoi take mo o hore to-night.’
aukod Tom. *Tean pay yon'  And he
woully showed mothor his handful of
| preninbis
E N0 motlier reptind: ¢ we don't take
| In tramps hore, Porhapa they would at
| Niediodn' maross the romd '

oBut,' said Tom, his litsle
trembiinge—* [—Jl—loye you !

* Mother's Hips trombled, too, *That's
| i vary sirmneo thing for s strtugs min to
WAY L0 M, Wiyl do you mean, Kr? And
thin, somebow, she shut tho door In
poor Tom's tace,™

“Oh, oh " broke n Frank ; '“how
conld she do ft ! bow conld you let her,
suptie ! it wid Just meaner than—0,
mtintin, bowe meoan jL was [

* But by the dme mothor had gotton
back into the dbring-room, and into her
chair, looking so pale, 1 began to wn-
dordtand that she was giving hor darling
boy o lessan-—lat she nesrly bhroke my

| ot s woll a8 Tom's und her own in
| dolng it

Aght o'clock came, snd with it ful-
| teringdy, slowly, ¢ame Tom's stop on
the poreli, He rang the betl, but it
only tinkled feobly.  This time we all
Fprang 1o moest him, mother leadiig us
ardd apening the door.

“iWonld you?' sobibed poor. tired
Tom, “would  sou—would you st me
come in wod warty my poor littls kands?
I win—Jonnie, T am so sorry!*

“ Inm minate, in xowecond, Tom was
folded in mother's arms. sobbing, re-

| pentant, wel, ilabbled—yes, we were
wll sobbing.™

v Well, suntie," was Frank's com-
maont, [ think Uncle Tom was just o
brick ' emphasizing the last word with
a thump  of his clenchod flst on the
white fur rug.

“ No, I think mather was the * beiok'
ne you say. At lenst all she ever after
| thint bl to do to * disperse' Tom's tem-

tet, waa to sny ¢ Does my little boy wish
1 bet tnken at his wond?* "—-.-\'(ifu A
Hopling, in Witle- Awoake,
b~

| A Boy's Way o Suceess,

lipa

Every hoy wishes to be successful;
| wried b thi If Lo only could find o
[ sure rond to success: in any undortak-
| Ing, he would not hesitnte to enter it

It ks the foar of fallure at the last that
hn%r many from pashing on,
‘ wre are three gudlities that will
insture mocecess in any walk in life,
namely, ability, integrity and industey;
and though, at first sight, it may seem
as if the first of these must be a gifi
and cannot be enltivated, vou will tind
it isn fnct that every boy has ability,
if he only finds oot in which line of
stady or action it lies,

Ability is tho power of doing a thing
well, boy should learn early that he
eanpot have ability in everything: that
is, fow boys have a grent deal of gep-
ernl nbility. The first rule should b
that ** whatever is worth doiog at all is
worth daing well.™ A bay who does
| his best in whatever he undertakes will
soon  find  in what  direction.  his
afforts meet with most marked suooess;
ahd, baving discoverod that, let him
band ull hix energies 1o that particular
branch of study or work., Better be n
first-class carpenter than a fourth rate
Inwyer; n good madhinist than a poot
dootor,

But many boys cannot judge of their
own  abilities, and the father, who
should study his son's peculinr temper.
atvent and charnotéristios, gives them
little thowght

Don't give it up; be an the wateh o
make n good friend, choose your asso-
clates pmong those who alm high, not
ad o money of soclsl standing, but as
to leurning and earnest Christing livlultf.
* A boy should have nt Tenst one friend,
sayeral years his senior, who oan guide
him 1o & e¢holee of whiat brneh of wark
| or study to set his best efforts to.

He will by carnest emlenvor gain
ability, but lét him gusrd well Lis in-
tagrity. This is more than truthful-
ness; it is wholeheartedpess,

A boy of integraty is llke a stout,
stuunich ship sailing through the oeeans
the waves may sway her from side to
wide, but vhe remaios whole and firm.

Boys, make up your minds to be true,
If you huve deseived, say so to yourself,
anid sav:

By God’s holp, TN stap short from
this day. I must enrn an honorable
name, and 1 will,

And, st whatever cost to yoursell, he
true; lot no temptation spring & lenk in
| your heart.
| Now, asbout lndustry. A boy with
| good ability nnd integrity, even if be is
rather Iney and shiftiess, will, perhsps,

talong, but what opportunities sre
ost for uselulness! Boys, remember
that the most sucoesdul men Lnve bein
thie most Industrious. It Is enay to

sink out some rieh men aod say, * He
E{gau as o poor boy'  Yew, but he
worked hard, vearin and yaar oul.

O word abodit this ndustry. Don't
let §t bt simply buing industrions ta bo
rioh.  Aim highur than riches. Store
| your mind with gleanings from the best

writers: onltivate & taste for reading,
and let the susoess &t which you nim
| bt the approval of a msd consciencs.
Rivhes nre not to e despised, bot it is
only when they are uuited to Inum_i.ur
[ and religion that they are 1o be mvied.
I wizh boys would realize more thal,
overy tHtle event of their boybhowl is
shap their future character. The
boy who is more snxioas o understand
perfuctly what he lsarns thau o appear
to make great progress. who omres
mors for wequiring knowlédge than to
shine a8 o stodent, will be o wan of
more ability and Integrity than one
who pares for more  surface show, —
Bagtist Weekly

—It % estimated that the loss of
stock on the winter ranges in lduho
wild Eastern Oregon by resson of the
Inte severe weather reashies nearly 20,-
(000 head.

e ——

Every man endeavors with hls uf-
most oare o hide his poverty from
othors, sud his ileness feom himsell,




